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If there are any inland shops which can hold
one longer than the place where that ship's
portrait hangs, then I do not know them. That
comes from no mole, of course, than the usual
fault of an early impression. That fault gives a
mould to the mind, and our latest thoughts, which
we try to make reasonable, betray that accidental
shape. It may be said that I looked into this
window while still soft. The consequence, every-
body knows, would be incurable in a boy who saw
sextants for the first time, compasses, patent logs,
sounding-machines, signalling gear, and the other
secrets of navigators. And not only those things.
There was a section given to books, with classics
like Stevens on Stowage, and Norie's Navigation,,
volumes never seen west of Gracechurch Street.
The books were all for the eyes of sailors, and were
sorted by chance. Knots and Splices, Typee, Know
Tour Own Ship, the South Pacific Directory, and
Castaway on the Auckland* Islands* There were
many of them, and they were in that fortuitous
and attractive order. The back of every volume
had to be read, though the light was bad. On
one wall between the windows a specimen chart
framed. Maps are good; but how much